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  A NOTE ABOUT THE TEXT


  I've placed these selections roughly in chronological order, but there is some overlap in time between the selections. I understand there will be the temptation to jump around and read the selections out of order, but I guarantee they will make a lot more sense if you read them in the order presented. And I suspect you'll find that the selections you think will be the least interesting will end up being among the most interesting.


  While putting this book together, I thought long and hard about how to deal with typos, misspellings, and old-style punctuation. If this was a scholarly book intended primarily for historians, I would have left the texts in their original state with all their flaws, adding corrections in brackets. But since this book is primarily for the general reader, I decided that too many brackets would be a distraction. Therefore I have corrected typos that appeared in the originals and have fixed misspelled words and names. I have also corrected capitalization and have modernized punctuation.


  While it is sometimes interesting to read a person's letters with all its flaws and idiosyncrasies, that also makes reading them much more difficult and can obscure their meaning. Also, some of the texts were already corrected for their initial publication, while others were still in raw form. I felt that by putting raw text next to someone else's polished text could falsely give the impression that the former person was less intelligent than the latter. One person's unedited writings might make them seem ignorant by today's standards, while giving the opposite impression of someone whose writings had already been corrected. Even the best-educated scholars sometimes make mistakes in their hastily written notes and personal correspondence. In addition, when the selections in this book were written, spelling wasn't as formalized as it is now. Lewis and Clark's uncorrected journals are excellent examples of this. Spelling didn't really become standardized until about the beginning of the twentieth century.


  As Mark Twain once humorously put it, "I don't give a damn for a man that can only spell a word one way." Actually he fought hard for standardization, saying of the English alphabet, "It can hardly spell any word in the language with any degree of certainty." At that time people even spelled their own names several different ways. I once saw a legal document where someone's last name was spelled three different ways. So while alternate spellings were acceptable and common in the nineteenth century, these are now seen as errors and signs of ignorance; therefore I decided to update spellings to today's accepted standards.


  In some instances I have also inserted missing words, but only where there was no doubt as to what the author intended that word to be. And I have corrected the tense of a few words, so they matched the rest of the paragraph. I have not rewritten any sentences to correct the grammar. Neither have I made any changes that might alter the author's meaning. If the meaning was ambiguous, I left apparent errors uncorrected.


  Ultimately I decided it was more important to make the texts easier to read and understand. By removing errors that would prove distracting, I hope I have enabled the reader to better focus on the fascinating stories these remarkable people have to tell.



  Going West


  John Richard Stephens


  Out of the frontier West the American character was formed . . .


  —DEE BROWN, HISTORIAN
  


  Frontier is a relative term. During the Colonial period, it was everything outside the thirteen colonies. Essentially, the Appalachians and beyond were all called “the wilderness” back then. Generally it was unexplored, except by Native Americans, trappers, and mountain men. Later on it was everything west of the Mississippi River. The expansion west kept pushing the frontier in front of it up until gold was discovered in California. Then suddenly a huge number of people jumped over to the West Coast and the frontier began to be pushed back toward the east.


  With the end of the Civil War, veterans from both sides flooded west to start new lives and the Wild West period began. (For more on this you should check out my book Wildest Lives of the Wild West.) As the frontier was squeezed from east and west, the Indian Wars of the Plains took place. These ended a few years after the deaths of George Custer and many of his men. By then the Native Americans were confined to reservations.


  The people who headed into the frontier were searching for a better life. They were willing to brave its dangers and hardships. Some hoped to strike it rich quick, especially during the Gold Rush, where prospectors literally pulled fortunes right out of the ground. (For more on this I recommend Gold, my book on the California Gold Rush.) Many others just wanted to become successful farmers and ranchers, shop owners, and businessmen. This brought a clash of cultures between the new arrivals and the long-established residents—the Native Americans. Prejudices, fear, and misunderstandings led to conflicts and death.


  All across the frontier, new towns sprang up, bringing laws and government with them. And the wilderness was tamed and corralled behind barbed-wire fences.


  All of this—both good and bad—formed the birth of the western United States. It was a period of history that, for the most part, spanned just over a century—from the end of the 1700s through the beginning of the 1900s. It was the creation of a new way of life. Unfortunately many were killed along the way.


  The frontier was a dangerous place and it attracted brave and interesting personalities, some of whom became the celebrities of that era. People throughout the East were fascinated by life in the West and in the people who lived it. Explorers and mountain men, soldiers and Indians, prospectors and robbers could become famous for their exploits. Many of them are still famous today. In selecting the best-known of these frontier celebrities, I’ve gathered their own firsthand accounts of the most interesting incidents in their lives. Here they describe their personal experiences of life on the frontier in their own words—what they did, what they saw, and how they felt.


  Claiming the Kentucky Wilderness


  Daniel Boone
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  “Daniel Boone will always occupy a unique place in our history as the archetype of the hunter and wilderness wanderer,” wrote Teddy Roosevelt. “He was a true pioneer, and stood at the head of that class of Indian-fighters, game-hunters, forest-fellers, and backwoods farmers who, generation after generation, pushed westward the border of civilization from the Alleghenies to the Pacific. As he himself said, he was ‘an instrument ordained of God to settle the wilderness.’”


  Buffalo Bill Cody divided the history of the West into three periods, distinguished by three men and three types of firearms. The men were Daniel Boone, Davy Crockett, and Kit Carson. He wrote,


  In the life of Boone we have a history of that period corresponding with the age, so to speak, of the flint-lock rifle, from 1770-1820; Crockett lived in the secondary period, or when the percussion-cap rifle had superseded the unreliable pan-flashing weapon of the very early settlers, his active career beginning at the close of that of Boone’s and ending, as we have seen, in a blaze of heroism, in 1836. Carson belonged to the tertiary epoch of Western settlement, when the frontier had been pushed across the plains to the shores of the beating sea, and during whose eventful career the repeating rifle was invented and first brought into use. . . . We have, therefore, in the history of these three men a description of the reclamation and development of a belt of our country west of the Alleghenies, and south of the Mason and Dixon Line, and incidentally, sketches of many of the brave men who helped make the first trail across the continent.


  The exploration of the West began in what is now considered the East. Back when the thirteen British colonies dotted the East Coast and most of the continent was largely unexplored and unknown, traveling west into the wilderness was considered to be very dangerous. It was something left to mountain men, hunters, trappers, and Indian traders.


  Daniel Boone’s interest in the Western wilds was piqued when he met John Finley while serving in the French and Indian War. Years later he made several excursions into the wilderness of Kentucky. In 1769 he, John Finley, and four others set out on a long hunting expedition that ended up lasting two years. They passed through the Cumberland Gap into Kentucky. Six months later Boone and another hunter were captured by a party of Shawnee, who considered the two hunters to be poaching on their hunting grounds. After confiscating their pelts, the Natives told them to leave and never return. They didn’t, and continued hunting and exploring, reaching as far west as where Louisville is now located, before returning to Boone’s home in North Carolina.


  In 1773, at the age of thirty-eight, Boone and his family—along with about fifty others—set out to be the first to establish a settlement in Kentucky. He described this in The Adventures of Col. Daniel Boon, Formerly a Hunter; Containing a Narrative of the Wars in Kentucky, which was published in John Filson’s book, The Discovery and Settlement of Kentucke (1884). This—the first of two autobiographies by Boone—was ghostwritten by Filson from interviews with Boone and, though somewhat embellished, is considered to be pretty accurate.


  Boone’s second autobiography—Biographical Memoir of Daniel Boone, the First Settler of Kentucky (1833)—was actually written by Timothy Flint, who loosely based his book on interviews with Boone. This book is so exaggerated that it’s largely considered to be fiction. Still, it became one of the bestselling biographies of the nineteenth century. While the first book made Boone internationally famous, the second one turned him into a folk legend.


  This selection is from Daniel Boone’s first autobiography. With the movement west and the clash of two very different cultures, it was inevitable that conflicts would arise between the pioneers and the land’s Native inhabitants.


  I returned safe to my old habitation and found my family in happy circumstances. I sold my farm on the Yadkin, and what goods we could not carry with us; and on the twenty-fifth day of September, 1773, bade a farewell to our friends and proceeded on our journey to Kentucke in company with five families more, and forty men that joined us in Powell’s Valley, which is one hundred and fifty miles from the now settled parts of Kentucke. This promising beginning was soon overcast with a cloud of adversity; for upon the tenth day of October, the rear of our company was attacked by a number of Indians, who killed six and wounded one man. Of these my eldest son was one that fell in the action. Though we defended ourselves and repulsed the enemy, yet this unhappy affair scattered our cattle, brought us into extreme difficulty, and so discouraged the whole company that we retreated forty miles to the settlement on Clench River.
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  We had passed over two mountains, viz. Powell’s and Walden’s, and were approaching Cumberland Mountain when this adverse fortune overtook us. These mountains are in the wilderness, as we pass from the old settlements in Virginia to Kentucke, are ranged in a S. West and N. East direction, are of a great length and breadth, and not far distant from each other. Over these, nature hath formed passes that are less difficult than might be expected from a view of such huge piles. The aspect of these cliffs is so wild and horrid that it is impossible to behold them without terror. The spectator is apt to imagine that nature had formerly suffered some violent convulsion; and that these are the dismembered remains of the dreadful shock; the ruins, not of Persepolis or Palmyra, but of the world!


  I remained with my family on Clench until the sixth of June, 1774, when I and one Michael Stoner were solicited by Governor Dunmore of Virginia to go to the Falls of the Ohio [near what is now Louisville], to conduct into the settlement a number of surveyors that had been sent thither by him some months before; this country having about this time drawn the attention of many adventurers. We immediately complied with the Governor’s request, and conducted in the surveyors, completing a tour of eight hundred miles, through many difficulties, in sixty-two days.


  Soon after I returned home, I was ordered to take the command of three garrisons during the campaign, which Governor Dunmore carried on against the Shawnee Indians: After the conclusion of which, the Militia was discharged from each garrison, and I being relieved from my post, was solicited by a number of North Carolina gentlemen that were about purchasing the lands lying on the S. side of Kentucke River from the Cherokee Indians to attend their treaty at Wataga in March 1775 to negotiate with them and mention the boundaries of the purchase. This I accepted, and at the request of the same gentlemen, undertook to mark out a road in the best passage from the settlement through the wilderness to Kentucke, with such assistance as I thought necessary to employ for such an important undertaking.


  I soon began this work, having collected a number of enterprising men, well armed. We proceeded with all possible expedition until we came within fifteen miles of where Boonsborough now stands, and where we were fired upon by a party of Indians that killed two and wounded two of our number; yet, although surprised and taken at a disadvantage, we stood our ground. This was on the twentieth of March 1775. Three days after, we were fired upon again and had two men killed and three wounded. Afterwards we proceeded on to Kentucke River without opposition; and on the first day of April began to erect the fort of Boonsborough at a salt lick, about sixty yards from the river on the S. side.


  The Revolutionary War was just beginning at this point. Many of the Native Americans in the area were upset by the new settlements, so they sided with the British. Most of the battles in this part of the country were between settlers and Natives.


  On the fourth day, the Indians killed one of our men. We were busily employed in building this fort until the fourteenth day of June following, without any farther opposition from the Indians; and having finished the works, I returned to my family on Clench.


  In a short time I proceeded to remove my family from Clench to this garrison, where we arrived safe without any other difficulties than such as are common to this passage, my wife and daughter being the first white women that ever stood on the banks of Kentucke River.


  On the twenty-fourth day of December following we had one man killed and one wounded by the Indians, who seemed determined to persecute us for erecting this fortification.


  On the fourteenth day of July 1776, two of Col. Calaway’s daughters and one of mine were taken prisoners near the fort. I immediately pursued the Indians with only eight men and on the sixteenth overtook them, killed two of the party and recovered the girls. The same day on which this attempt was made, the Indians divided themselves into different parties and attacked several forts—which were shortly before this time erected—doing a great deal of mischief. This was extremely distressing to the new settlers. The innocent husbandman was shot down while busy cultivating the soil for his family’s supply. Most of the cattle around the stations were destroyed. They continued their hostilities in this manner until the fifteenth of April 1777, when they attacked Boonsborough with a party of above one hundred in number, killed one man and wounded four. Their loss in this attack was not certainly known to us.


  On the fourth day of July following, a party of about two hundred Indians attacked Boonsborough, killed one man and wounded two. They besieged us forty-eight hours; during which time seven of them were killed, and at last, finding themselves not likely to prevail, they raised the siege and departed.


  The Indians had disposed their warriors in different parties at this time and attacked the different garrisons to prevent their assisting each other, and did much injury to the distressed inhabitants.


  On the nineteenth day of this month, Col. Logan’s fort was besieged by a party of about two hundred Indians. During this dreadful siege they did a great deal of mischief, distressed the garrison, in which were only fifteen men, killed two and wounded one. The enemies loss was uncertain, from the common practice which the Indians have of carrying off their dead in time of battle. Col. Harrod’s fort was then defended by only sixty-five men and Boonsborough by twenty-two, there being no more forts or white men in the country, except at the Falls, a considerable distance from these, and all taken collectively, were but a handful to the numerous warriors that were everywhere dispersed through the country, intent upon doing all the mischief that savage barbarity could invent. Thus we passed through a scene of sufferings that exceeds description.


  On the twenty-fifth of this month [July 1777] a reinforcement of forty-five men arrived from North Carolina, and about the twentieth of August following, Col. Bowman arrived with one hundred men from Virginia. Now we began to strengthen, and from hence, for the space of six weeks, we had skirmishes with Indians in one quarter or other almost every day.


  The savages now learned the superiority of the Long Knife, as they call the Virginians, by experience; being out-generaled in almost every battle. Our affairs began to wear a new aspect, and the enemy, not daring to venture on open war, practiced secret mischief at times.


  On the first day of January 1778, I went with a party of thirty men to the Blue Licks, on Licking River, to make salt for the different garrisons in the country.


  On the seventh day of February, as I was hunting to procure meat for the company, I met with a party of one hundred and two Indians, and two Frenchmen, on their march against Boonsborough, that place being particularly the object of the enemy.


  They pursued and took me, and brought me on the eighth day to the Licks, where twenty-seven of my party were, three of them having previously returned home with the salt. I, knowing it was impossible for them to escape, capitulated with the enemy and, at a distance in their view, gave notice to my men of their situation with orders not to resist, but surrender themselves captives.


  The generous usage the Indians had promised before, in my capitulation, was afterwards fully complied with, and we proceeded with them as prisoners to Old Chillicothe, the principal Indian town on Little Miami, where we arrived, after an uncomfortable journey in very severe weather, on the eighteenth day of February, and received as good treatment as prisoners could expect from savages.


  On the tenth day of March following [1778], I and ten of my men were conducted by forty Indians to Detroit, where we arrived the thirtieth day and were treated by Governor Hamilton, the British commander at that post, with great humanity.


  During our travels, the Indians entertained me well; and their affection for me was so great that they utterly refused to leave me there with the others, although the Governor offered them one hundred pounds Sterling for me, on purpose to give me a parole to go home. Several English gentlemen there, being sensible of my adverse fortune and touched with human sympathy, generously offered a friendly supply for my wants, which I refused with many thanks for their kindness, adding that I never expected it would be in my power to recompense such unmerited generosity.


  The Indians left my men in captivity with the British at Detroit and on the tenth day of April brought me towards Old Chillicothe, where we arrived on the twenty-fifth day of the same month. This was a long and fatiguing march through an exceeding fertile country, remarkable for fine springs and streams of water. At Chillicothe I spent my time as comfortably as I could expect; was adopted, according to their custom, into a family where I became a son, and had a great share in the affection of my new parents, brothers, sisters, and friends. I was exceedingly familiar and friendly with them, always appearing as cheerful and satisfied as possible, and they put great confidence in me. I often went a hunting with them, and frequently gained their applause for my activity at our shooting-matches.


  I was careful not to exceed many of them in shooting, for no people are more envious than they in this sport. I could observe in their countenances and gestures, the greatest expressions of joy when they exceeded me, and when the reverse happened, of envy. The Shawnee king took great notice of me and treated me with profound respect, and entire friendship, often entrusting me to hunt at my liberty. I frequently returned with the spoils of the woods, and as often presented some of what I had taken to him, expressive of duty to my sovereign. My food and lodging was in common with them, not so good indeed as I could desire, but necessity made everything acceptable.


  I now began to meditate an escape and carefully avoided their suspicions, continuing with them at Old Chillicothe until the first day of June following [1778], and then was taken by them to the salt springs on Sciotha [Sciota River in what is now Ohio], and kept there making salt ten days. During this time I hunted some for them and found the land, for a great extent about this river, to exceed the soil of Kentucke, if possible, and remarkably well watered. When I returned to Chillicothe, alarmed to see four hundred and fifty Indians of their choicest warriors, painted and armed in a fearful manner, ready to march against Boonsborough, I determined to escape the first opportunity.


  On the sixteenth before sunrise, I departed in the most secret manner and arrived at Boonsborough on the twentieth, after a journey of one hundred and sixty miles, during which I had but one meal.


  I found our fortress in a bad state of defense, but we proceeded immediately to repair our flanks, strengthen our gates and posterns, and form double bastions, which we completed in ten days. In this time we daily expected the arrival of the Indian army; and at length, one of my fellow prisoners, escaping from them, arrived, informing us that the enemy had an account of my departure and postponed their expedition three weeks.


  The Indians had spies out viewing our movements and were greatly alarmed with our increase in number and fortifications. The Grand Councils of the nations were held frequently, and with more deliberation than usual. They evidently saw the approaching hour when the Long Knife would dispossess them of their desirable habitations, and anxiously concerned for futurity, determined utterly to extirpate the whites out of Kentucke. We were not intimidated by their movements, but frequently gave them proofs of our courage.


  About the first of August [1778], I made an incursion into the Indian country with a party of nineteen men in order to surprise a small town up Sciotha, called Paint-Creek-Town. We advanced within four miles thereof, where we met a party of thirty Indians on their march against Boonsborough intending to join the others from Chillicothe. A smart fight ensued betwixt us for some time. At length the savages gave way and fled. We had no loss on our side. The enemy had one killed and two wounded. We took from them three horses and all their baggage, and being informed by two of our number that went to their town that the Indians had entirely evacuated it, we proceeded no further and returned with all possible expedition to assist our garrison against the other party. We passed by them on the sixth day, and on the seventh we arrived safe at Boonsborough.


  On the eighth, the Indian army arrived—being four hundred and forty-four in number, commanded by Capt. Duquesne, eleven other Frenchmen, and some of their own chiefs—and marched up within view of our fort with British and French colors flying; and having sent a summons to me in his Britannick Majesty’s name to surrender the fort, I requested two days consideration, which was granted.


  It was now a critical period with us. We were a small number in the garrison. A powerful army before our walls, whose appearance proclaimed inevitable death, fearfully painted, and marking their footsteps with desolation. Death was preferable to captivity, and if taken by storm, we must inevitably be devoted to destruction. In this situation we concluded to maintain our garrison, if possible. We immediately proceeded to collect what we could of our horses and other cattle, and bring them through the posterns into the fort. And in the evening of the ninth, I returned answer that we were determined to defend our fort while a man was living.


  “Now,” said I to their commander who stood attentively hearing my sentiments, “We laugh at all your formidable preparations. But thank you for giving us notice and time to provide for our defense. Your efforts will not prevail, for our gates shall forever deny you admittance.”


  Whether this answer affected their courage or not, I cannot tell, but contrary to our expectations, they formed a scheme to deceive us, declaring it was their orders from Governor Hamilton to take us captives and not to destroy us, but if nine of us would come out and treat with them, they would immediately withdraw their forces from our walls and return home peaceably. This sounded grateful in our ears and we agreed to the proposal.


  We held the treaty within sixty yards of the garrison on purpose to divert them from a breach of honor, as we could not avoid suspicions of the savages. In this situation the articles were formally agreed to and signed, and the Indians told us it was customary with them on such occasions for two Indians to shake hands with every white-man in the treaty, as an evidence of entire friendship. We agreed to this also, but were soon convinced their policy was to take us prisoners.


  They immediately grappled us, but although surrounded by hundreds of savages, we extricated ourselves from them and escaped all safe into the garrison, except one that was wounded through a heavy fire from their army. They immediately attacked us on every side, and a constant heavy fire ensued between us day and night for the space of nine days.


  In this time the enemy began to undermine our fort, which was situated sixty yards from Kentucke River. They began at the water-mark and proceeded in the bank some distance, which we understood by their making the water muddy with the clay, and we immediately proceeded to disappoint their design by cutting a trench across their subterranean passage. The enemy discovering our counter-mine by the clay we threw out of the fort, desisted from that stratagem. And experience now fully convincing them that neither their power nor policy could effect their purpose, on the twentieth day of August they raised the siege and departed.


  During this dreadful siege, which threatened death in every form, we had two men killed and four wounded, besides a number of cattle. We killed of the enemy thirty-seven and wounded a great number. After they were gone, we picked up one hundred and twenty-five pounds weight of bullets, besides what stuck in the logs of our fort, which certainly is a great proof of their industry.


  Soon after this, I went into the settlement and nothing worthy of a place in this account passed in my affairs for some time.
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  Every day we experienced recent mischiefs. The barbarous savage nations of Shawnee, Cherokee, Wyandot, Tawas, Delawares, and several others near Detroit, united in a war against us and assembled their choicest warriors at Old Chillicothe to go on the expedition in order to destroy us and entirely depopulate the country. Their savage minds were inflamed to mischief by two abandoned men, Captains McKee and Girty. These led them to execute every diabolical scheme, and on the fifteenth day of August, commanded a party of Indians and Canadians of about five hundred in number, against Briant’s Station, five miles from Lexington. Without demanding a surrender, they furiously assaulted the garrison, which was happily prepared to oppose them, and after they had expended much ammunition in vain and killed the cattle round the fort, not being likely to make themselves masters of this place, they raised the siege and departed in the morning of the third day after they came, with the loss of about thirty killed and the number of wounded uncertain. Of the garrison four were killed and three wounded.


  What follows is Boone’s account of the Battle of Blue Licks, which was one of the final battles of the Revolutionary War. In this battle 182 Kentucky militiamen were ambushed and routed by about 50 British rangers and 300 Native Americans.


  On the eighteenth day [of August 1782] Col. Todd, Col. Trigg, Major Harland, and myself, speedily collected one hundred and seventy-six men, well-armed, and pursued the savages. They had marched beyond the Blue Licks to a remarkable bend of the main fork of Licking River, about forty-three miles from Lexington, as it is particularly represented in the map, where we overtook them on the nineteenth day. The savages observing us, gave way; and we, being ignorant of their numbers, passed the river. When the enemy saw our proceedings, having greatly the advantage of us in situation, they formed the line of battle, represented in the map from one bend of Licking to the other, about a mile from the Blue Licks. An exceeding fierce battle immediately began for about fifteen minutes, when we, being over-powered by numbers, were obliged to retreat with the loss of sixty-seven men, seven of whom were taken prisoners. The brave and much lamented Colonels Todd and Trigg, Major Harland and my second son, were among the dead. We were informed that the Indians, numbering their dead, found they had four killed more than we; and therefore, four of the prisoners they had taken, were, by general consent, ordered to be killed in a most barbarous manner by the young warriors in order to train them up to cruelty; and then they proceeded to their towns.


  On our retreat we were met by Col. Logan, hastening to join us with a number of well-armed men. This powerful assistance we unfortunately wanted in the battle, for—notwithstanding the enemy’s superiority of numbers—they acknowledged that if they had received one more fire from us, they should undoubtedly have given way. So valiantly did our small party fight, that, to the memory of those who unfortunately fell in the battle, enough of honor cannot be paid. Had Col. Logan and his party been with us, it is highly probable we should have given the savages a total defeat.


  I cannot reflect upon this dreadful scene, but sorrow fills my heart. A zeal for the defense of their country led these heroes to the scene of action, though with a few men to attack a powerful army of experienced warriors. When we gave way, they pursued us with the utmost eagerness, and in every quarter spread destruction. The river was difficult to cross and many were killed in the flight—some just entering the river, some in the water, others after crossing in ascending the cliffs. Some escaped on horse-back, a few on foot; and, being dispersed everywhere in a few hours, brought the melancholy news of this unfortunate battle to Lexington. Many widows were now made. The reader may guess what sorrow filled the hearts of the inhabitants, exceeding anything that I am able to describe. Being reinforced, we returned to bury the dead and found their bodies strewed everywhere, cut and mangled in a dreadful manner. This mournful scene exhibited a horror almost unparalleled. Some torn and eaten by wild beasts; those in the river eaten by fishes; all in such a putrefied condition, that no one could be distinguished from another.


  As soon as General Clark, then at the Falls of the Ohio—who was ever our ready friend, and merits the love and gratitude of all his countrymen—understood the circumstances of this unfortunate action, he ordered an expedition with all possible haste to pursue the savages, which was so expeditiously effected that we overtook them within two miles of their towns, and probably might have obtained a great victory had not two of their number met us about two hundred poles before we come up. These returned quick as lightning to their camp with the alarming news of a mighty army in view. The savages fled in the utmost disorder, evacuated their towns, and reluctantly left their territory to our mercy. We immediately took possession of Old Chillicothe without opposition, being deserted by its inhabitants. We continued our pursuit through five towns on the Miami Rivers—Old Chillicothe, Pecaway, New Chillicothe, Will’s Towns, and Chillicothe—burnt them all to ashes, entirely destroyed their corn, and other fruits, and everywhere spread a scene of desolation in the country. In this expedition we took seven prisoners and five scalps, with the loss of only four men, two of whom were accidentally killed by our own army.


  This campaign in some measure damped the spirits of the Indians and made them sensible of our superiority. Their connections were dissolved, their armies scattered, and a future invasion put entirely out of their power, yet they continued to practice mischief secretly upon the inhabitants in the exposed parts of the country.


  In October following [1782], a party made an excursion into that district called the Crab Orchard and one of them, being advanced some distance before the others, boldly entered the house of a poor defenseless family in which was only a Negro man, a woman and her children, terrified with the apprehensions of immediate death. The savage, perceiving their defenseless situation, without offering violence to the family attempted to captivate the Negro, who happily proved an over-match for him, threw him on the ground, and in the struggle, the mother of the children drew an ax from a corner of the cottage and cut his head off while her little daughter shut the door. The savages instantly appeared, and applied their tomahawks to the door. An old rusty gun-barrel without a lock lay in a corner, which the mother put through a small crevice, and the savages, perceiving it, fled. In the meantime, the alarm spread through the neighborhood. The armed men collected immediately and pursued the ravagers into the wilderness. Thus Providence, by the means of this Negro, saved the whole of the poor family from destruction.


  From that time, until the happy return of peace between the United States and Great Britain, the Indians did us no mischief. Finding the great king beyond the water disappointed in his expectations and conscious of the importance of the Long Knife, and their own wretchedness, some of the nations immediately desired peace; to which, at present [1784], they seem universally disposed, and are sending ambassadors to General Clark at the Falls of the Ohio with the minutes of their Councils, a specimen of which, in the minutes of the Piankashaw Council, is subjoined.


  To conclude, I can now say that I have verified the saying of an old Indian who signed Col. Henderson’s deed. Taking me by the hand, at the delivery thereof, “Brother,” says he, “we have given you a fine land, but I believe you will have much trouble in settling it.”


  My footsteps have often been marked with blood and therefore I can truly subscribe to its original name. Two darling sons, and a brother, have I lost by savage hands, which have also taken from me forty valuable horses and abundance of cattle. Many dark and sleepless nights have I been a companion for owls, separated from the cheerful society of men, scorched by the Summer’s sun, and pinched by the Winter’s cold, an instrument ordained to settle the wilderness. But now the scene is changed: Peace crowns the sylvan shade.


  What thanks, what ardent and ceaseless thanks are due to that allsuperintending Providence which has turned a cruel war into peace, brought order out of confusion, made the fierce savages placid, and turned away their hostile weapons from our country!


  The war ended in September 1783 and Boone’s account was published the following year. After the war Boone worked as a surveyor, horse trader, and land speculator. He operated a tavern and a trading post. He also served three terms in the Virginia General Assembly—the first was during the war. Overall, he ended up failing as a businessman and was swept up in a wave of lawsuits involving his land deals. Apparently he wasn’t ruthless enough and was reluctant to profit at the expense of others. In 1789 he ignored a summons to testify in court and a warrant was issued for his arrest. He fled the country to Missouri, which was then part of Louisiana and controlled by Spain.


  He was appointed by the Spanish governor as a magistrate and military leader of the Femme Osage district. He was given some large land grants, but after Louisiana was bought by the United States in 1804, he ended up selling off most of it to pay off his debts back in Kentucky. He continued hunting and trapping almost up until he died in 1820 at the age of eighty-five.


  As his legend grew, he became one of the first frontier heroes and the tall tales of his adventures greatly influenced the legends of later heroes of the West. He inspired some parts of James Fenimore Cooper’s The Last of the Mohicans (1826) and was mentioned by Lord Byron in several stanzas of his famous poem Don Juan. Here is the first of those stanzas:


  Of all men, saving Sylla the man-slayer,


  Who passes for in life and death most lucky,


  Of the great names which in our faces stare,


  The General Boon, back-woodsman of Kentucky,


  Was happiest amongst mortals anywhere;


  For killing nothing but a bear or buck, he


  Enjoy’d the lonely, vigorous, harmless days

Of his old age in wilds of deepest maze.
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  Sacagawea


  Lewis and Clark
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  At the beginning of the nineteenth century, the United States was still a young country. The Revolutionary War had ended just seventeen years earlier, and in that time the population of the United States had almost doubled to just over five million. But even though almost two centuries had passed since the Europeans began building settlements in America, two thirds of the US population clung to the edge of the continent within fifty miles of the Atlantic Ocean. To the west were scattered settlements, separated from the original colonies by the Appalachian Mountain Range—about one hundred miles of mountains, crossed by only four roads.


  Then, in 1803, President Thomas Jefferson purchased the Louisiana territory from Napoleon for fifteen million dollars. While France claimed the territory, Napoleon had no way to enforce the claim and he knew the Americans were about to overrun it. The primary reason Jefferson wanted the territory was to ensure the right to ship goods down the Mississippi River to New Orleans, since at that time the Mississippi marked the western edge of the United States. From New Orleans, goods could be shipped to the East Coast. Another reason was that US citizens were already moving into the area, and he wanted to make sure they didn’t secede from the Union. The westward expansion of the United States was already under way, but with the purchase, the size of the country doubled overnight.


  On acquiring the new territory, President Jefferson wanted to find out more about what he had bought, so he commissioned Lewis and Clark to explore the uncharted land to the west of the Mississippi. He hoped they would find a water route to transport goods from the Columbia and Missouri Rivers to the Pacific—they didn’t. He had books that said they would find woolly mammoths, erupting volcanoes, mountains made entirely of salt, and seven-foot-tall beavers. This goes to show just how little was known of the West at that time. But while this land was a large blank space on maps, that doesn’t mean it was unoccupied. It’s difficult to estimate the Native American population in 1800, but, keeping that in mind, rough estimates put the number for the area now occupied by the forty-eight contiguous states at between half a million and one million. The Expedition would have to cross the territories of a number of Native American nations.

[image: William Clark and Meriwether Lewis posed for these portraits in 1807.]



  Jefferson chose his personal secretary-aide, the twenty-nine-year-old Captain Meriwether Lewis, to lead the Expedition, but Lewis thought it better if he had a co-commander with him, so he talked Jefferson into allowing Lewis’s friend William Clark to join the Expedition. Clark was thirty-three. Ten years earlier when Lewis was an ensign, he had served under Lieutenant Clark fighting the British and Native Americans. Clark was still a lieutenant when they set off, but Captain Lewis hid this from his men by referring to him as “Captain” Clark. The two were opposites in some respects—Lewis was quiet, introspective, and scientific, while Clark was friendly, outgoing, and practical—but they complemented each other well and made an excellent team.


  The Expedition of the Corps of Discovery was made up of thirty-three permanent members plus Lewis’s dog and about twenty others who joined them for portions of the journey, not including the various Natives they hired as guides along the way. They were to document the languages, customs, and medical knowledge of the Natives, along with details of plants and animals, minerals, mountains, and rivers. The journey covered more than eight thousand miles and took two years and four months.


  Setting out from Camp Dubois in the Illinois Territory, just outside of St. Louis, in May 1804,they proceeded up the Missouri River to near present-day Washburn, North Dakota, where there was a large group of five Mandan-Hidatsa Indian villages and they decided to spend the winter of 1804–1805 there, building Fort Mandan. This was the largest “city” on the Missouri River. At that time St. Louis, at the southern end of the river, had a population of less than one thousand—most of whom primarily spoke French—and only around two hundred buildings. At the Mandan-Hidatsa villages, on the other hand, there lived about forty-five hundred Native Americans, making it more populous than Albany or Schenectady, New York; Savannah, Georgia; New Haven, Connecticut; Portland, Maine; or even Washington, D.C. In fact, only fourteen US cities were larger. This is in spite of the fact that the Mandan-Hidatsa population had shrunk drastically in the previous century, largely because of smallpox and other epidemics. Still, it remained one of the most important Native American trading centers of the Midwestern plains.


  (Note: By the 1770s, epidemics had reduced the Mandan–Hidatsa population to about 12,000—about the same size as Baltimore at the time—then the 1780–1781 smallpox epidemic hit them, killing another 60 percent to 70 percent of the people. The survivors moved to the five-village area, where they remained until the 1837 epidemic decimated them again, reducing the Hidatsa to about 500 and the Mandan to about 125 people.)


  The five villages covered a ten-mile stretch along the Missouri River. The Mandan had lived in the area at the least since around 1000 A.D. and the Hidatsa since the 1600s. They lived in large earth lodges. These, with their community centers, were enclosed into a circular village by earthen walls. The Mandan-Hidatsa were primarily farmers, growing most of their food—corn, pumpkin, squash, beans, and sunflowers—in well-tended fields, though they did hunt buffalo when the herds migrated into the area. These Natives were familiar with the Europeans and had been trading with the French for more than one hundred years and with the British for several decades.


[image: The Mandan Village painted by George Catlin, 1837–1839]


  The Expedition arrived here on October 25, 1804. This was where Lewis and Clark met someone who would become one of the most famous members of their Expedition—an approximately sixteen-year-old pregnant girl named Sacagawea. They met her through her husband, a part-French, part-Indian fur trapper named Toussaint Charbonneau, who they hired as a translator for the journey. At about the age of forty-seven, he was the oldest member of the Expedition, and Sacagawea was one of his wives. Her story is one of the most interesting elements of the Expedition.


  The selections here are from three sources. The first is Lewis and Clark’s History of the Expedition under the Command of Captains Lewis and Clark (1814), which was edited by lawyer Nicholas Biddle with some assistance from law student George Shannon. Clark pulled together a variety of material and Biddle reworked it into a coherent narrative, which was presumably approved by Clark. The second source is The Journals of Lewis and Clark (1893), which was edited by Elliott Coues. The third is Original Journals of the Lewis and Clark Expedition, 1804–1806 (1905), edited by historian and author Reuben Thwaites.


  Contrary to the popular myth, Sacagawea was not one of Lewis and Clark’s guides. They brought her as a translator and to serve as a “white flag.” Since Native Americans never took women on war parties, the presence of a woman—especially one with a baby—indicated their peaceful intensions. In this capacity she probably saved their lives several times. She also ended up being valuable to the Expedition in many other ways.


  CAPTAIN WILLIAM CLARK’S JOURNAL.


  Sunday, November 4, 1804; Mandan and Hidatsa Indian villages on the Upper Missouri near what is now Stanton, North Dakota: A Frenchman by name Charbonneau, who speaks the Big Belly language, visited us. [The name Big Belly is from “Gros Ventre,” an early French name for the Hidatsa.] He wished to hire and informed us his two squaws were Snake Indians [Shoshone]. We engaged him to go on with us and take one of his wives [Sacagawea] to interpret the Snake language. The Indian’s horses and dogs live in the same lodge with themselves.


  Charbonneau primarily spoke French and, by his own admission, even after living for decades with the Hidatsa, he spoke their language poorly. Since he couldn’t speak English, other members of the Expedition had to translate Charbonneau’s French into English.


  LEWIS AND CLARK’S HISTORY OF THE EXPEDITION.


  Thursday, November 22, 1804; Mandan and Hidatsa Indian villages on the Upper Missouri near what is now Washburn, North Dakota at a fort they built for the winter called Fort Mandan: The morning was fine, and the day warm. We purchased from the Mandan [tribe] a quantity of corn of a mixed color, which they dug up in ears from holes made near the front of their lodges, in which it is buried during the winter. This morning the sentinel informed us that an Indian was about to kill his wife near the fort. We went down to the house of our interpreter where we found the parties, and after forbidding any violence, inquired into the cause of his intending to commit such as atrocity. It appeared that some days ago a quarrel had taken place between him and his wife, in consequence of which she had taken refuge in the house where the two squaws of our interpreter lived. By running away she forfeited her life, which might have been lawfully taken by the husband. About two days ago she had returned to the village, but the same evening came back to the fort much beaten and stabbed in three places, and the husband now came for the purpose of completing his revenge. He observed that he had lent her to one of our sergeants for a night, and that if he wanted her he would give her to him altogether. We gave him a few presents and tried to persuade him to take his wife home. The grand chief too happened to arrive at the same moment, and reproached him with his violence, till at length they went off together, but by no means in a state of much apparent love.


  CAPTAIN MERIWETHER LEWIS’S JOURNAL.


  Monday, February 11, 1805; Fort Mandan: The party that were ordered last evening set out early this morning. The weather was fair and cold. Wind N.W. About five o’clock this evening, one of the wives of Charbonneau was delivered of a fine boy. It is worthy of remark that this was the first child which this woman [Sacagawea] had born, and as is common in such cases her labor was tedious and the pain violent. Mr. La Jeunnesse [another French interpreter for the expedition] informed me that he had frequently administered a small portion of the rattle of the rattlesnake, which he assured me had never failed to produce the desired effect—that of hastening the birth of the child. Having the rattle of a snake by me, I gave it to him, and he administered two rings of it to the woman, broken in small pieces with the fingers, and added to a small quantity of water. Whether this medicine was truly the cause or not, I shall not undertake to determine, but I was informed that she had not taken it more than ten minutes, before she brought forth. Perhaps this remedy may be worthy of future experiments, but I must confess that I want faith as to its efficacy.


  LEWIS AND CLARK’S HISTORY OF THE EXPEDITION.


  Friday, April 5, 1805; Fort Mandan: Fair and pleasant, but the wind high from the northwest. We were visited by a number of Mandan, and are occupied in loading our boats in order to proceed on our journey.


  LEWIS AND CLARK’S HISTORY OF THE EXPEDITION.


  Sunday, April 7, 1805; Fort Mandan: Having made all our arrangements, we left the fort about five o’clock in the afternoon. The party now consisted of thirty-two persons. . . . The wife of Charbonneau also accompanied us with her young child, and we hope may be useful as an interpreter among the Snake Indians. She was herself one of that tribe, but having been taken in war by the Minitaree [aka the Hidatsa], by whom she was sold as a slave to Charbonneau, who brought her up and afterwards married her.


  Native Americans did not have slaves like the African Americans in the South. They captured people from other tribes and usually adopted them as family members, though they were often treated like Cinderella and made to do much of the work. Some were treated as servants and some as property.


  While women did most of the work, the Hidatsa had a matrilineal society. In the United States, married women were not allowed to own property—it belonged to the husband. Hidatsa women, on the other hand, owned the earth lodges and gardens. On getting married, the husband moved into his mother-in-law’s lodge, unless his wife happened to own one.


  According to Hugh Monroe (aka Rising Wolf), Sacagawea told him that the Hidatsa man who captured her and her best friend Otter Woman, lost them to Char-bonneau in a game of hide-the-bone after gambling all night.


  One of the Mandan likewise embarked with us, in order to go to the Snake Indians and obtain a peace with them for his countrymen. All this party with the baggage was stowed in six small canoes and two large pirogues [canoes hacked out of logs]. We left the fort with fair pleasant weather though the northwest wind was high, and after making about four miles encamped on the north side of the Missouri, nearly opposite the first Mandan village. At the same time that we took our departure, our barge manned with seven soldiers, two Frenchmen, and Mr. Gravelines as pilot, sailed for the United States loaded with our presents and dispatches.


  Though the United States had just made the Louisiana Purchase, it was not commonly thought of as part of the United States yet.


  CAPTAIN MERIWETHER LEWIS’S JOURNAL.


  Monday, June 10, 1805; Missouri and Marias Rivers near what is now Fort Benton, Montana: We drew up the red pirogue into the middle of a small island at the entrance of Marias River, and secured and made her fast to the trees to prevent the high floods from carrying her off. Put my brand on several trees standing near her, and covered her with brush to shelter her from the effects of the sun. At 3 p.m. we had a hard wind from the S.W., which continued about an hour, attended with thunder and rain. As soon as the shower had passed over we drew out our canoes, corked, repaired, and loaded them.


  I still feel myself somewhat unwell with the dysentery, but determined to set out in the morning up the south fork or Missouri, leaving Captain Clark to complete the deposit and follow me by water with the party. Accordingly, gave orders to Drouilliard, Joseph Fields, Gibson, and Goodrich to hold themselves in readiness to accompany me in the morning. Sacagawea, our Indian woman, is very sick this evening. Captain Clark bled her. The night was cloudy with some rain.


  LEWIS AND CLARK’S HISTORY OF THE EXPEDITION.


  Sunday, June 16, 1805; Great Falls of the Missouri near what is now Great Falls, Montana: Some rain fell last night, and this morning the weather was cloudy and the wind high from the southwest. We passed the rapid by doubly manning the pirogue and canoes, and halted at the distance of a mile and a quarter to examine the rapids above, which we found to be a continued succession of cascades as far as the view extended, which was about two miles. About a mile above where we halted was a large creek falling in on the south, opposite to which is a large sulfur spring falling over the rocks on the north. . . .


  Since leaving Marias River the wife of Charbonneau, our interpreter, has been dangerously ill, but she now found great relief from the mineral water of the sulfur spring. It is situated about two hundred yards from the Missouri, into which it empties over a precipice of rock about twenty-five feet high. The water is perfectly transparent, strongly impregnated with sulfur, and we suspect iron also, as the color of the hills and bluffs in the neighborhood indicates the presence of that metal. In short the water to all appearance is precisely similar to that of Bowyer’s sulfur spring in Virginia.


  CAPTAIN MERIWETHER LEWIS’S JOURNAL.


  Wednesday, June 19, 1805; Great Falls of the Missouri: The Indian woman was much better this morning. She walked out and gathered a considerable quantity of the white apples, of which she ate so heartily in their raw state, together with a considerable quantity of dried fish without my knowledge, that she complained very much and her fever returned. I rebuked Charbonneau severely for suffering her to indulge herself with such food, he being privy to it and having been previously told what she must only eat. I now gave her broken doses of diluted niter until it produced perspiration, and at 10 p.m., 30 drops of laudanum [a tincture of opium], which gave her a tolerable night’s rest.


  CAPTAIN WILLIAM CLARK’S JOURNAL.


  Saturday, June 29, 1805; Great Falls of the Missouri: Finding that the prairie was so wet as to render it impossible to pass on to the end of the portage, determined to send back to the top of the hill at the creek for the remaining part of the baggage left at that place yesterday—leaving one man to take care of the baggage at this place—I determined to proceed on to the falls and take the river. Accordingly, we all set out. I took my servant and one man. Charbonneau, our interpreter, and his squaw accompanied. Soon after I arrived at the falls, I perceived a cloud which appeared black and threatened immediate rain. I looked out for a shelter, but could see no place without being in great danger of being blown into the river if the wind should prove as turbulent as it is at some times.


  About a quarter of a mile above the falls, I observed a deep ravine in which were shelving rocks under which we took shelter near the river, and placed our guns, the compass, etc., under a shelving rock on the upper side of the creek, in a place which was very secure from rain. The first shower was moderate, accompanied with a violent wind, the effects of which we did not feel. Soon after, a torrent of rain and hail fell, more violent than ever I saw before. The rain fell like one volley of water falling from the heavens and gave us time only to get out of the way of a torrent of water which was pouring down the hill into the river with immense force, tearing everything before it, taking with it large rocks and mud.


  I took my gun and shot pouch in my left hand and with the right scrambled up the hill, pushing the interpreter’s wife—who had her child in her arms—before me, the interpreter himself making attempts to pull up his wife by the hand, much scared and nearly without motion. We at length reached the top of the hill safely, where I found my servant in search of us, greatly agitated for our welfare. Before I got out of the bottom of the ravine, which was a flat dry rock when I entered it, the water was up to my waist and wet my watch. I scarcely got out before it rose ten feet deep with a torrent which was terrible to behold, and by the time I reached the top of the hill, at least fifteen feet water.


  I directed the party to return to the camp, at the run, as fast as possible to get to our load, where clothes could be got to cover the child, whose clothes were all lost; and the woman, who was but just recovering from a severe indisposition and was wet and cold, I was fearful of a relapse. I caused her, as also the others of the party, to take a little spirits, which my servant had in a canteen, which revived them very much.


  On arrival at the camp on the Willow Run, met the party, who had returned in great confusion to the run, leaving their loads in the plain, the hail and wind being so large and violent in the plains, and them [nearly] naked [which was how they dressed on account of the heat]; they were much bruised, and some nearly killed—one knocked down three times—and others without hats or anything on their heads, bloody and complained very much. I refreshed them with a little grog.


  Soon after, the run began to rise and rose six feet in a few minutes. I lost at the river in the torrent the large compass, an elegant fusee, tomahawk, umbrella, shot pouch and horn with powder and ball, moccasins, and the woman lost her child’s bier [papoose] and clothes, bedding, etc. The compass is a serious loss, as we have no other large one. The plains are so wet that we can do nothing this evening, particularly as two deep ravines are between ourselves and the load [their baggage].


  CAPTAIN MERIWETHER LEWIS’S JOURNAL.


  Same day: Soon after a most violent torrent of rain descended accompanied with hail. The rain appeared to descend in a body and instantly collected in the ravine and came down in a rolling torrent with irresistible force, driving rocks, mud and everything before it which opposed its passage. Captain Clark fortunately discovered it a moment before it reached them and seizing his gun and shot pouch with his left hand with the right he assisted himself up the steep bluff, shoving occasionally the Indian woman before him, who had her child in her arms. Charbonneau had the woman by the hand endeavoring to pull her up the hill, but was so much frightened that he remained frequently motionless and, but for Captain Clark, both himself and his woman and child must have perished. So sudden was the rise of the water that before Captain Clark could reach his gun and begin to ascend the bank, it was up to his waist and wet his watch, and he could scarcely ascend faster than it arose till it had obtained the depth of fifteen feet with a current tremendous to behold. One moment longer and it would have swept them into the river just above the great cataract [i.e., waterfall] of 87 feet where they must have inevitably perished.


  Charbonneau lost his gun, shot pouch, horn, tomahawk, and my wiping rod. Captain Clark his umbrella and compass or circumferenter. They fortunately arrived on the plain safe, where they found the black man, York, in search of them. York had separated from them a little while before the storm, in pursuit of some buffalo and had not seen them enter the ravine. When this gust came on, he returned in search of them and not being able to find them for some time was much alarmed.


  The bier in which the woman carries her child and all its clothes were swept away as they lay at her feet, she having time only to grasp her child. The infant was therefore very cold and the woman also who had just recovered from a severe indisposition was also wet and cold. Captain Clark therefore relinquished his intended route and returned to the camp at Willow Run—in order also to obtain dry clothes for himself—and directed them to follow him.


  CAPTAIN MERIWETHER LEWIS’S JOURNAL.


  Sunday, July 28, 1805; Three Forks of the Missouri, about ninety miles north of Yellowstone in what is now Southwestern Montana: Our present camp is precisely on the spot that the Snake Indians were encamped at the time the Mini-taree of the Knife River first came in sight of them five years since. From hence they retreated about three miles up Jefferson’s River and concealed themselves in the woods. The Minitaree pursued, attacked them, killed four men, four women, a number of boys, and made prisoners of all the females and four boys. Sacagawea, our Indian woman, was one of the female prisoners taken at that time [at about the age of twelve], though I cannot discover that she shows any emotion of sorrow in recollecting this event, or of joy in being again restored to her native country. If she has enough to eat and a few trinkets to wear, I believe she would be perfectly content anywhere.


  LEWIS AND CLARK’S HISTORY OF THE EXPEDITION.


  Tuesday, July 30, 1805; Three Forks of the Missouri: Captain Clark was this morning much restored; and, therefore, having made all the observations necessary to fix the longitude, we reloaded our canoes and began to ascend Jefferson River. The river now becomes very crooked and forms bends on each side. The current, too, is rapid and cut into a great number of channels, and sometimes shoals, the beds of which consist of coarse gravel. The islands are unusually numerous: on the right are high plains occasionally forming cliffs of rocks and hills; while the left was an extensive low ground and prairie intersected by a number of bayous or channels falling into the river.


  Captain Lewis, who had walked through it with Charbonneau, his wife, and two invalids, joined us at dinner a few miles above our camp. Here the Indian woman said was the place where she had been made prisoner. The men, being too few to contend with the Minitaree, mounted their horses and fled as soon as the attack began. The women and children dispersed and Sacagawea, as she was crossing at a shoal place, was overtaken in the middle of the river by her pursuers.


  CAPTAIN MERIWETHER LEWIS’S JOURNAL.


  Wednesday, August 14, 1805; near what is now Dillon, Montana: This evening Charbonneau struck his Indian woman, for which Captain Clark gave him a severe reprimand.


  Leaving the Corp behind, Captain Lewis and three men went to the Shoshone village to
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